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And the girl I loved, had she grown less fair ?
"Were the curls less bright of her golden hair ?
Was the beauty dimmed of her radiant face ?
Had her figure lost some of its wondrous grace ?
Was my love for her becoming cold ?
Was she less winning ? Was I too old ?
When I looked in her eyes, did I count the cost
Of what I had won and what I had lost ?
The debt I owed, was it overpaid ?
The life of a man for the love of a maid ?
God knows.   But something had come between.
A shadow had moved o'er our love-lit scene,
A breath of discord, however faint,
And my wooing was chilled by its cold restraint.
The King used me as a skilful tool
To buttress his throne and stablish his rule*
I slaved at my toil both early and late
To safeguard the path of his infant State.
No leisure had I for wedded bliss,
And seldom a moment to steal a kiss
Prom the lips that now less willingly turned
To yield the caress for which I yearned.
And then on a sudden, a bolt from the blue, Fell the blow from the hand I counted true.
I had left the city at early dawn
On a special mission sent, And at noon called a halt by a streamlet's flow,
And pitched my bivouac tent.